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CHAPTER Xll—Continued.
o [ T
“Oh, he's golng to take a look at 1t

on his way West,” said Hilllard, difli-
dently, and added, with more generos
fty than Waring had anticipated.
“Rufus and 1 hoth asked him to. Let
Rufus—and Jack—handle It together.
Between them, they'll make rather an
exhnustive study, don’t you think? And
they might turn up something that all
of us would want to know."

"That's right! Tt's a thought. Well
" Cullen looked at his watch., *1
can't waste any more tlme on this tom.
fool business. 1 ought to have been
in the ofMice an hour ago. Anybody go-
tng downtown "

“T am—but I'l walk,” sald Warlng
aullenly,

“Can T stay?” asked Hilliard of An-
gela, In nn undertone,

"I want you to,” she sald.  Her eyes
followeill Waring to the daorway.

After they had heen alone for a full
minute;, and neither of them had ut-
tered o syllable, it came to Hillard
that the chief difficulty In being evil
Is to mmke un end of It, but that the
chlef difficulty in being virtuous Is to
begin,  His braln was active and his
emotions were placid ; but 1o his mild
perplexity he had no compelling de-
sire to mnke a start. There was to
restraining Impediment working
against him, as on the occasion of his
Interview with Carol; his fmpulses
were merely Iazy.,  Indeed, he was
riather highly greatified at the course
of things this morning; he argued
that Waring's zenl and Armstrong's
ftinerary had relleved him from any
necessity of an out-and-out avowal of
his Innocent fraud; it was much more
sutisfactory, since all the {ssues were
s0 confused, to turn his affalrs over
to Cullen, and to await the inevitable
verdict on an impersonal hasis, In the
meantime, he was deeply touched by
Cullen's confidence in him; Cullen and
Carol Durant alike had refused to be-
feve the obvious truth; he wondered
stoildly what It would have meant to
him to have had such a reputation
from his youth onward; the gratifica-
tion now would have been superlative
—provided only that he had been en-
titled to his pride.

“He's jealous of you,” sald Angeln
ubruptly, “That's all—he's Jjealous.
Stmply wild with 1t, You know that—
don't you?"

Hilllard started; for it wasn't an
emboldening beginnlng. Not the least
g0 ; It Implled exactly the sort of rival-
ry which he had feared, and which he
had come to relinguish,

“Who (87 Oh! Rufus Waring?”’

“Terribly Jealous. Perfectly crazy

with it. That's what all this whole
mesy Is about.” BShe tossed her head
willfully. *I don't care; do yout"

The unreserved bluntness of 1t near-
Iy took him off his feet; renewing the
devnstating susplelon that Angela had
grown to ecare too much for him—too
much for her own good.

“Why, Angela!” he sald lamely. “Of
course I do. It hurts me.”

She hammered a gold-embroidered
swofa-cushion with one tiny flst.

“Oh, he's Jealous of everything and
evarybody. That doesn't count uny
more. Only It made me perfectly
furious, . . . I wanted to scratch him
.+ . the very iden of his darlng to say
anything llke that about you! Even
if vou do Uke me a lot!”
theavily, "And yet If you stop to think
about it,
standing up to all of us when It was
three to one, and he was wrong—poor
dear!”

HilHard looked down at her with
deep affection and trouhled relief.

“Ax long as I've a defender llke you
I wouldn't worry,” he said, “but I'm
afrald it won't be for so very long,
Angeln, that you'll feel like defending
me"

“"Why not?" she nsked,

“Just a notlon of mine, It strikes
me that you're fonder of Rufus than
vou let yourself think, And he needs
a champlon worse than I do; I'm more
used to taking care of myself”

The corners of her mouth were pe-
culinrly sensitive,

“Such a queer notion!" she sald.
“Where'd you ever get 1t?"

“Oh, It came of Its own saccord.

“It's been such a funny day,” she
auld, musing. “Rufos was funny, and
Dud was funny, and rou're so funny,
and Carol was funny this morning,
gnd I'm funny now, and—"

“CarolI" he echoed Involuntarily,

sShe laughed at him, enjoying his dis-
comfiture with the sweet Insolence of
a naughty juvenile; and It was note-
worthy that her arralgnment of War-
ing stopped short at this polnt.

“] know something about youl" she
taunted wickedly,

“What do you know, bright child?”
he demanded, red to the temples.

“I know!" Her tone was singing.
“80 do you! Look at the man blush!
Why, you gullty thing! Why, you red
geraninm !

He sat down beside her, staring at
ner vivid, lowerlike face.

“Angela, you lttle demon, stop
lenghing at me!"

It was fresh Incentive; she only bub-

led the more,

“I told you I'd laugh at you some

She sighed |

it was sort of brawe, too— |

time,” ghe reminded him triumphantly,
“and this Is the time!"

“Think so?"

“1 know so!" All at once she bo-
came demurely sober. “I'm awfully
glad, honestly , . it I1sn't out yet,
of course, but everybody knows about
you and Carol, especially since Jack
Armstrong lost out, and went West,
just the way they do In novels, I'm
Just ns glad as I ean be, Only you
might have given me n wee little hint

“Angela!” He enught at her hand.

“Oh! That wakes you up, doesn't
it?" Her manner changed to the ma-
ternal ; If Hilllard had been In a dif-
fernt frame of mind it would have
convulsed him, “Now, just be calm
and tell me all about I1t," she Instruct-
ed him Indulgently, “Tell me every-
thing—1 won't repeat it to n single
soul! I'm awfully excited about It.
Please tell me."

“Angeln!l  Where did you—"

She pouted Instantiy.

“Not just plain ‘Angela’—put some
trimming on it

“Well—Angela, dear . whnt's
that nbout Jack Armstrong? Say that
ngain—and tell me everything you
know about It. DBe serlous for once,
That's a good girl!”

Her eyes were mischlievously tender;
somehow she reminded Hilllard of that
moment in the hallway of the Du-
rants’ house—the most preclous of all
his recent memories,

"Will you tell me if 1 tell you?"

“Yes, I guess so."

IHer finger was upralsed In warm-
ing.

“Sny ‘Yes, dear.'"™

“Yes, dear,” sald Hilllard, writhing.

She settled herself with a lttle
flounce of excitemnt.

“Well . . Jack asked her, and
she refused him, . Flat as a
pancake, That's gospel truth! She
told me she'd refused him, and he
told me the pancake part. And every-
body's glad of it—he's a nlee boy;
awfully nlee—but nowhere near as
nice as yon are, And he's just natu-
rally gone away to get over it. And
vou're the only one left. So—that’s
finished."”

He stared at her unblinkingly. Had
he really been at such cross-purposes
with Armstrong at the statlon, then?
The conception was lluminating.

“Fiveryhody 7" he repeanted, red and
white by turns, and mightlly hushed.
“What does that mean?"

“Just that. Everybody. That {s—"
Her accent was dellciously superior.
“That 18, all the people one knows."

“They think ., ., they think
I'm the . . the one?"

“Silly 1" She patted his head, *I
didn't belleve you'd try to camouflage
me, No—honestly—Isn't it true?”

He studied her a moment. *“What
would you suy If it were?" he asked so-
berly.

She returned his gaze with engaging
frankness,

“Oh, I want It to be—I want it to
hea!" she sald, *"Carol's the sweetest

thing in town, and as for you . . .
well, sometimes I almost wish I could
marry you myself|"

His heart leaped dangerously, One
Oh, the respite
Angela removed from the prob-

complication the less!
of It!

That Wakes You Up, Doesn't 117"

lem and—he sank back wearlly—Carol
coming Into it again, and Irrevocably.

“iAlmost? " he querled mechan-
feally.

She looked at the floor; when she
ralsed her eyes he saw the well re
memhered depths In them, BShe was
half-<child, half-woman—and the wom-
an was spenking with the child's
tongue. Her hand ecoversd hls; the
warm, timld pressure Was very nesvag-
Ing.

“Yes, ‘nlmost’ , . . 1 suppose 1
can really talk to you, can't I? [ al-
ways thought T ecould . . . well,
when you first eame here 1 was per-
fectly cragy about you I am
yet, In a way, only sort of bolled
down you know. Not llke
n sister ot all, but , ., . not the
other sort, elther. 1 thought it was

—fust to me, you know, mightn't ynu?".

going to be—once—but . . . 1
+ + I llkke you better than any-
hmly else In the world—all but two.
. I llked to be kissed by people 1

Hke . . . and , . . you know
it's sort of like sunlight; I need lots
of 1L Peopla have always fussed
over me. . . M Here she gnave n
polgnant sigh for her lost youth. “Only
. it's funny. too ., . . hut
one of the two people T do llke bet-

ter than I do you In n qQif-
ferent way . . . Is , .., Is Rufe
Waring. He's Jenlons asa , . . 0

tom ent but somehow 1 don't
mind it from him; T always llke It
v« + He was so frightfully jealous
nhout you, and I ., . I teased him
nbout that. It was just becanse he
thought you weren't quite good enough
for me, T guess. And you've got to
glve him credit for that, now, haven't
yom? . . . And I hope
vou and Carol "Il be awfully happy to-
gether.™

“Dear girl " sald Hilliard gently.

“Do vou understand?’ ler eyes
were very plending, very misty.

“Understand 7—yes. Can 1 wish you
happiness, too?"

“Not yet,” she sald, adorably prim.
“Ie hasn't ., . oh, we bhoth know
nbout 1t, but he's got to gradunte from
law school first, and—after that . . .
mayhe I ean travel a little”
She blushed shamefully, “Yon necdn’t
grin Uke a Cheshire cat—I guess 1
see Ningarn Falls, anyway "

“T wansn't grinning,” he eald. *I
was smiling at you right out of my
heart. . . . But I do wish happl-
ness to vou—always and always, And
I'm happler mygelf than I've been for
ages dear ., . M He stop-
ped, swamped by the recollection
that It was Waring who was fto
share in the demonstration of his per-
fidy. To wish happiness to an exe-
cutioner—and not be a hypoerite? 1In-
eredible—yet truel  Hilllard wished
him happiness,

“What is 1t?" she demanded, alert
to his altered expression,

“Nothing, . . I'm Just sorry
I'm not a8 Mormon !"

“You're fibhing! Stn . . ™

Hilliard rose hastily.

“Walt!" she sald. “You ean't go
until you've told me one more thing
. . « Y¥ou don't honestly think Rufe's
underhanded, now, do you?

“No—oh, no, Angeln. A man ean be
so upset that he can—"

“You know we were Just shocked
and surprised—and Dad's awfully
quick tempered. And it was so sud-
den! We didn’t stop to talk It over,
we snlled right into him, and all of us
got excited, and then you came In.
We didn't know how frightfully jeal-
ous Rufe could be—he's been bad
enough before, but this time was the
limit—and It's only becauge he's a boy
It's . sort of primeval. You
know."

“Yes, dear—yes!"

“And . . . he did know us
long before he ever knew you. He

thought he was protecting us. It was
just an obsesslon—"
“It's all right—quite all right.

’lease ! He touched her halr lghtly.
“I wish I were ns sure you'd always de-
fend me as I am that you'll stick to
him, Angeln”

“That's twice you've sald that .
and you know what I think! I've tom
you, And . . are you golng off
" without telllng me anything at all?
Her volce betrayed the irreparable in-
Jury In it.

Hilllard molstened his lips,

“Angela, dear, next to one other per-
son I love you better than any one else
on earth.”

“That's nlce,"” she sald, with a sigh
| of perfect content.

He bent to her, but she eluded him,
“Oh, no!" she gasped In Auttering
protest,  “Even If you . . ., but

I've told you abont Rufe now—you

haven't told me about Carol, but it's

plnin a8 day—Iit wouldn't be right!"”
“Angela "
She reiented swiftly; his volce was
| something to rely on,

"*Well—Just my cheek, then, I1lon-
estly, T . .

“No, dear,” sald Hilllard. He com-
pelled her chin upward, and smiled
down Into her lovely, starlled eyes,
and stooped and kissed her forehead

. « then her lps.

“That's for good-by," he sald, “to
the dearest lttle girl I ever knew,

We're both growing up, saien®

wel"

CHAPTER XIIL,

In the eolorless days that rollowed,
Hilllard listlessly set about the order-
Ing of his final plans. Fortunntely,
there were few of them; his mind
would never have been equal to intrl-
cate detall,

It was a slight consolation to him to
reallze that the eclty had a hahit of
judging men by personal rather than
by finaneclal standards; for all (ts
pride and wenlth, {t would censure him
more for hig wrecked personnlity than
for whatever money losses he hod
caused. He was prepared to endure
that censure; and becnuse he under
stondl the provoeation behind It he
was all the more eanger to ald In the
snlvage., There would be more saved

from the underwritlng project, he
thought, than from his charncter,

e had deposited with Cullen all he
owned, except for his private belong-
Ings, his runabout, and a trivial sum
for current expenses. The runabout
he would offer for sale; It meant a few
hundred dollars more to be divided
among his contributors. Beyond that,
there was nothing else he could re-
store (o them.

e didn't belleve that  Harmon
would ever earry out hig promised be-
trayal; not that he had faith In Har
mon's code of ethics, but becanse he
trusted Harmon's horse sense, If 1L
Hard were alone to be accused, Har
mon would gain nothing and might, If
he offered any adverse testimony, even
Inplicate hmself.  Indeed, If Harmon
shoulidd say enough to establish the
proof In the dangerous status of an ac-
cessory before the foact. No
this was the same procedure; to I-I

“That's for Good-by."

the memory of Dicky Morgan rest In
pence, and to let the brunt of anger
fall on Henry Hilliard, who was a no-
body from nowhere, with a lying face,
a lylng tongue, and no claque to mourn
at his exit.

But then there was Angela's start-
ling allegation . . ., She had declared
thnt “everybody”™ In town knew nll
about Hilllard and Caral, “BEvery-
body" would have a different oploion,
e had tried to explain himself to
Carol, and he had falled; and In the
light of Angeln's revelation, 1t was dif-
fleult to dectde whether Carcl herself,
in protesting that she wanted to re-
tnin him as a friend, had meant that
and nothing more, or that and a great
denl more. But no matter what she
had intended to convey, he dared not
go to her agaln, he dared not see her
and speak to her, for If he lled to her
. .. but he couldn't lle to her now,
and every word of truth would prove
a boomering. He was tisppeds nnd
although his heart was breaking for
the love he had almost won a second
time, he remalned steadfast to the
ideals he had ereated. If Carol were
to lose him as a sultor, she should nev-
er know that her first and foremost
sultor had gone to the devil,

He told himeelf fiercely there was
one definlte and permanent way out
ofit. . . Nobody would then have
couse to gossip about DMeky Morgan;
no one—after the first natural flood of
excltement and  denunciation—would
rememhber very much about Henry
Hilllard, It would save such a deunl of
needless trouble ; It would save such u
wearisome amount of shame,

But against the pitlless bhackgronnid
of the war, self-destructlon as n means
of avolding pergonnl difleulties, self-
eaused, seemed curlousgly repellent—
curfonsly cheap,

No ., . ., it was o part of his own
grievance that Carol and the others
must grieve, too; he had a dunl re-
sponsihitity to soclety. He had no
right to leave these matters clouded hy
any uncertginty of motive. Syracuses
had a right to know the faets; and if
the facts brought pain to those he
loved, why, thal wusz something he
should have thought about In June,
nnd pot In November,

As he clung comfortless to the last
slipping hourg of the reputiation he
had so enrefully bullded, he knew that
It wasn't the punishment of the lnw
that he drended, It was the osteaclsim
which would accompany 1t, It wesn't
his own shame which gripped him, It
wis the consclonsness of the shume
which would attach to his friends,
And so, for a Jduy or two, all his fues
nitles were strung upon the atthnde
of the publle towurd him; he was
wiatching frantleally for the first slgns
of ndverse demeanor, and braclng him-
self for the shock which was unnvold.
ihly to come. For secrets will out,
and although he hod no renson to ex-
et Warlng 1o break his pledge, he
knesw  that when romor  smolders
nmong Aas many as four people, there
comes—there always coles—a mo
ment In which it bursts fords ‘n spon-
latieous colubustion.

Prosently he sensed a sabtle super-
charging of the atmosphere whenever
he met o male acquaintance; he
coulidn’t deny that the greeting of his
hankers was suddenly less Informal,
more lmpersonnl; he percelved, with n
sinking spasm of  foreboding, thnt
fewer people stopped to chat with him
on the street and that those who still
were willing to halt and pnss the time
of day were uneommonly restive about
I, Syracuse hadn't yet arrayed Itself
officlally agaiust him, and a part of
Svrancuspe wis outwnrdly as pleasant ns
ever, bt there wasn't the slightest
question that the story had leaked out,
mndd that It hnd got Itself adherents,
The end was plainly In sight Arme-
strong’s report was due, Only the Cul-
lens nnd the Durants and one or two
other of the James street families were
quite as cordinlly attentive as former-
1y and to Hilllnrd's vast chagrin, they
ranther overdid I he seemed to
feel In the steady warmth of thelr
friendship n sort of blindly unsepsons
ahle resolution to support him, whether
or no,  This, Infinitely more than the
conling manner of the majority, galled
Wi Inces<antly. It was s though
they raltiod to Wiz defense before the
need of e it was ns though they
conceded In nidvance the necessity of
such n defense,

So  IMilliard  walted, walted . . ,
smiling upon the world his hollow
smile, earrying through the elty the
hody of n knnve and the face of o
martyr and the soul of a gentlenmnn

and In the watches of the night,
hie was perplexed to find that his syes
were somethnes wet, hut never when
he was thinking of himself—alwnys
when he was thinking of Angeln, or
Carol, or—unexplalnably—of a com-
mon-enongh  representative of  the
French hourgeolsie named Plerre Du-
tout,

. - - - L

On the elghth day, he chanced to
meet Dr, Durant by aceident in front
of the Physielans' bullding at high noon,

“Iello, there! You're just in thme,”
sild the Doctor, cheerfully, "“I'm go-
ing over to the Unlversity club for
luneh.  Won't you joln me? I want
vonr advlee, 'm the worst business
man In the world—you probably know
that by this time, And I trust my
friends for friendship; but when I
want advice, I go to an expert. So
you qualify on both counts. Come
along over.”

Hilliard was flattered,
celved,

“I''m not sure that my advice ls
worth anything bhalf as expensive us a
luncheon, Doctor,”

The older man took him by the arm,
and lmpelled him across the street,

“That depends on your appetite,” he
Inughed, “Come along, and help me
out on a declslon I've got to make,
About an investment.”

Hillinrd hung back for a moment,
while susplelon dawned on him,

“What sort of Investment, Doctor?™
he querled,

“You come and sit down,” urgen the
Doctor, seductively. “And we'll {nlk
it over Inter. But first of nll—=" He
patted his walstcont., “Let's eat.”

Hilllard was almost too grateful to
spenk ; the Doctor's strategem was pats
ent, but in all chivalry the Wmvitation
couldn't be declined. Once Inside the
doors of the club, however, he hecame
panicky ; for his first sweeping recon.
pnolssance Included half o dozen men
whose late behavior had Indlented that
they knew,

The Doctor drew Hilllard under the
mantle of his own unasgsallable posle
tion, and plowed ahead with the utimost
serenity, e noddid here and there,
he spoke ta members right and left ; he
bowed neross the room; always his
personality, rather than his poerson,
seemed to be escorting and pgaarding
Hilllard ; and Syrocusge couldn’t declina
to geknowledge o mon who wis under
the Dactor's ndequate protection. Thosa
who spoke to the Doctor also spoke to
Hilllard ; there wans no way out of It,
und they spoke as casually ns they
could, I'hey nlgo nodded to him, and
howed, but when his back was turned,
they hecnme low-voleed and eommunis
cative, and he knew |t

{TO BE C lr\ll!l\l I£1).)

but not de-

Divers in Anclent History,

The earlest mention of diving Ia
made by Homer, ahout 850 I, C,, In
the “Hind,” when Patroelus compnres
ihe full of Hector's charlotesr to a
dver diving for oysters: and Thucys«
dides tells of divers being used to re-
move submaring barriers placed with
the object of hmpeding  or  Injuring
the Greeinn fleet at the slege of Syra«
cuse, These divers had no apparatus
guve a stone to earry them quickly to
the hottom and to ecllng to for the
prief period, about two minutes, they
could stay below, This I8 ealled nate
ural diving nnd i still in use for col-
lecting sponges and pearls at Ceylow
and in the Medlterranean,

Short Anawer,

Tenderfoot  Seout (to second-clnag
seout who has Just had his halr cut) -
How I8 1t thut your huir is so short—
i you have It cut?

Second-clugs Beout—No, | woashed
my head Inst night and wy hab
shrunk.—Boys' Life,

lelps &

“MAKING OVER™ OLD HOUSES

Architects Have Shown That They
Can Do Wonders With Present
Unsightly Structures.

Thore never was a time when the
services, taste and special knowledga
of the tralned architect were more
newded or more In demnnd,  The cars
penter and bullder have for years been
the consulting experts in the bullding
of thousands of suburban homes and
farmhiouses, and let us give them
credit, at least, before the Jigsaw era,
for many beautiful avd churming old
honses,

Followlng the bullding shortnge In
these latter yonrs hos come nn appres
clntion of the fact that any old house,
or new, he it as hopelessly ugly as
It may be, has possibilitles,  Arvchis
tocture hns shown many Instances of
“hefore and after” of old ranmshackle,
barnlike struoctures, altered Into most
delightful  homes, Olidl barns have
beon made over Into charming studios
and Hving quarters, woodshods Ineors
pornted [nto the redesigning of an old
farmhouse, Everywhere |9 shown A
wlider appreciation that nothing i lms
possible to the architeet of taste and
skill.

The old and hopelessly ugly city
brown-<tone house and the lttle two
ar threestory brick house or stnble
on f side street have been made inte
artistie and attractive apariments or
studlo bulldings.

It 18 to the nrchitect that we owe
this renalssance aud wo have only
muaile n beginning toward the devel-
opment of the eity beautiful from old
and unsightly and out-ofdate straes
tures, Lest some should say that we
nre dealing with merely ldeallstic mat-
ters, with our own desire for hetter
things artistlenlly, we remark that in
every instance these “artistie™ Ime
provements have proved the very hest
of business In Increased rents and
more deslrable tenants.

If the cost of new bulldings hias de-
torred mnny from carrying out thele
long-cherlshed dream of owning thele
own home, thera s abundant oppors
tunity almost everywhere for the als
terntion of old places nt very moders
ate cost,  And old houses nearly ale
ways offer the nucleus of o more sube
stantial strocture than many hurriediy
bullt modern houses put up In quan-
titles for speculative purposes.—From
Architecturs,

CITY’S BILLBOARDS MUST GO

Cincinnati Commissioner Prepares for
the Removal of Signs, Under
a Court Order.

Orders for the removal of all bill-
hoards from the residentinl sectlons
of Cinelnnatl are belng prepared by
George K. Hauser, elty bullding com-
missioner, necording to the Christian
Selence Monltor, Commissloner Hans.
er's actlon Is based on a recent de-
ciglon by a Judge of the Common Pleas
court, that the munielpal ordinnnce re-
stricting billhonrds is retronctive. This
ordinanee requires n petition econtain-
ing the consent of 561 per cent of the
property owners In any residentinl
block before a permit for the erection
of o blllboard may be granted, The
Judge held that this regulation applied
to billboards erected before the pass-
age of the ardinnnee. Commissloner
Huouser polnts eut that under this in-
terpretation the residents of each
block have It In thelr power to rid
themselves of objectionable billhonrds
by refusing to sign the consent petl-
tlons which the hillboard interests are
hurrledly elrculating.

Importance of Trees.

When we have once had our Interest
In treed nwnkened and have consid-
ered thelr various uses and helpful-
ness to man, we are glad to learmn
something of thele ways and how thelr
troubles may he remedied,  Trees help
to keep the soll In place on hillsides,
They hold (o s course the wayward
hrook, They furnish shelter, shnide
and cozy nesting-places for the birds;
we should have few Httle fenthered
friends If It were not for trees. They
are compunlonable, nnd ke to grow
where they cnn gub branches with
thelr fellows: they give a refreshing
shade In the summer und protection In
the winter, and they have character
and individuality., It s well worth our
while to save them from destruction,
as well as to help restore the forests
which have been ruthlessly cut down,

Good Advice,

An nged Seot told his minister that
he was about to make n pllgritnnge
1o the Holy land, “And when 1'm
there,” snid the pligrim complacently,
“I'1l pend the Ten Commandments
gloud frae the top o Ml Binal” The
minister looked at him with an eye
of plty, and sid: “Sandy, tak' my
advice: Blde at hame and keep
them."

Traced Source of Seaweed,

When the Sargnsso sen was fiest dise
covered It owas thought that the segs
weed grew on the hottom of the ocean
right on the spot. We know bhetter
how, The wlegne, whose sclentifie
natme by the way I8 fucus natans, has
I orlgin on the rocks of South Amers
len and Balinma 1slands, Vast forests
of the plgne grow on these trople
coaslg
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